CH. vi.                        FLIGHT TO AGRA.                               55
saddles put together and fastened again on the backs
of the horses. Then, having watered the horses and
allayed our own thirst, we continued our journey.
We travelled wearily for many hours, sometimes
through sandy lanes, sometimes along tracks, sometimes
over what seemed in the dim light to be open plains.
Our progress was very slow, we could seldom proceed
beyond a walk, for our horses were becoming exhausted.
The heat was very great, almost more oppressive than in
the day. There was not even a breath of air, and the
atmosphere was full of dust, so full that the dust formed
a canopy in the sky above, through which only the
largest stars could faintly shine. We had journeyed
thus for many miles, when at length we reached the gar-
dens that border the city of Muttra to the west. The
gardens are separated by narrow lanes, which form a
perfect labyrinth, difficult to find the way through in
th$ daylight, almost impossible to avoid losing it by
night. This mishap several times occurred to us. It
was with great satisfaction that we found ourselves at
length beyond the gardens, and it was with still greater
delight that we presently got into the broad high road
which runs towards the Bhurtpore territory,
Our satisfaction was shared by our horses. The
hard level surface of the road was an agreeable change
from the ruts and sand of the lanes. They stepped out
briskly, and even once or twice broke readily into a
short canter. We were walking them again after one of
these canters, when a voice, coming as it were from the
sky, demanded ' who we were.' We stopped surprised,
and peered into the darkness. Our men advanced to the
avenue of trees which bordered the road, but no one could
they see. We were puzzled. The voice was no illusion;
we all heard it; but from whence could it have come ?